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CHAPTER 11L—~(Continued.) ,

SDon't be o fool, then! Yon've hronght |

it on yonurself ! grated the deop volee of |
the companion,

I put temptation away from e, anid
strode,  with  footsteps  pieposely  mnde
heavy, to the farthest el of the roon,
Rl I oeonld not avold eateldog an ocea-
sional word, =o oblivious did the spaeak-
ere, dn thelr evident ngitation, seom to
be of vverything =ave themselves,

“Do yon mean to earey it throgh, or
o you not ¥ stridently demanmded Miss
Teaill,

“Yor—yos thones |
{‘t--! Bt Bt minet b fn my own way. |
Now Wil yen Teave e fn pedee?™

SNot il yon el me whether or no yoi
found what you went to look for tn that |
ol womnn's room,”

“How ilo you know 1 went to ok far
anything?”

“Becanse 1T know yon.  And 1T know
that there was something there to fml"™ |

There wans o sudden cossation of all
st below, amd the «ilence was not
broken ngain,  With what threants had
Miss Traill the power to terrorize her
lovely mistress?  What did the Intter
mean to “earey throngh in her own
wayt™  And had Miss ‘Traill referred—in
mentioning “the old woman's room™—to
that strange, dim chnmber of muarder in
the clock tower gt the Honse of Fear?

L] L L] L ] . L] -

“Did yon hear that Mg elock striking
all the hours and quarter  hours  last
night, sir¥" ingnired one smooth walter
at the breakfast tuble,

“Yes, I heard the ehmrech clock strik-
Ing," 1 retarned absently, “until the guar-
ter after 2 had sonndwd.”

“Ah, bat, sir, It wasn't the church
clock, That's why 1 took the liberty of
mentloning it. Everybody in the village
has been talking abont it, sir,” .

“Indeed!™  Until he bad spoken 1 had
forgutten the sudden traveling of lh(m.-l
plim gilded hands over the face of the |
clock at Lorn Abbey; but pow 1 remem-
bered that the Woman In Gray  had
wound It, and knew what the man was
about to sny, “How do the villnge people |
explain the fact that the clock has sud-
denly bhogan o sirike¥”

“Oh, it's explained in different ways,
pir. You see, when M, Haynes was
murdered everyhody missed the elock.
which had nlways struck every quarter
of an honr since the oldest inhabitant
could rememiboer, Then It got rouml
among the superstitions old bodies, sir,
until everybody'd heard It and got used
to it, that If the clock In the tower
should ever e set going ngain it woukd
be by old Mrs. Hoynes' spirit itself, come
back to try and tell something which
was lying heavy on its mind.”

——

CHAI'TER 1V,

We did not meot Miss Hope that day,
Upon inguiry 1 learned that she and her
strange companion had left the inn early
in the morning, bound for no one knew
whither.

My mucle looked disappointed when 1
reportedd this fact to him, Panla pleased,
We went over the Abbey that forenoon
‘nd disenssed this and that lmprove-
@ent siggested and necessary,

“1 have decided to give the Abbey full
and  complete  attention,” declared Nir
Wilfrid when we returned to the inn,
“and 1 have also declded to accept an in-
vitation that has been extended for some
time,"

Paala looked curlons, Her satisfaction
was apparent as my unele concluded:

“Our dear friends, Bir Thomas amd
Lady Towers, are at Harelmonnt, I shall
write to have them expect ns for n week
nt least. In the meantime 1 will wire
my private secretary, Jerome, to join us,
You young people can enjoy a delightfal
outing, while I formulute my plans for
the future,”

Monduy found us nll pleasantly domes-
tleated with the most charming hostiess
and genial host the country afforded,,
We had nlways met pleasant, harmoni-
ous people at Hoxelmount; and the pres-
eut was no deviation from the usual ve-
casion, On Wednesday my uncle's tae
totum and assistant In various lterary
and arthstic rescarches with which he
entertalned hilmwelf, areived upon  the
scene,  He and 1 had wever been famil-
fnr, weareely felendly, for I had always

isliked aud distrosted him, With Paula,

owever, it was different, Bhe bad found

Jerome In the pust an humble and will-
ing servant, and the fellow was faithful
and careful in exeenting  commisslons
that could not be tensted to a minor
meninl, 1 fapcled she was more than
ordinarily civil and pleasant with him
on bis areival, and twice in the day 1
noticed them in the garden conversing
together,

“He has so much to tell me of home
and London, you know,"” she explained
to me later, but I cared nothing for (he
same, for my thoughts were—amd had
constantly been since the preceding Fri-
doy—on Miss Hope,

Romehow the memory of our strange
meeting hannted me,  SBevepal times my
nnele, when we were together alone, with
8 retrospective and halt-longing look, re-
verted to the wildiose bennty who had
flushed across onr path so deamationlly,
and then magically disappearid, and 1
readily saw that the lmpress of the inter-
view at the ‘wmn bad not left his mind,

On Thursday Lady Towers announced
& rare treat for nor guests, Bhe stuted
that a very dear ludy friend at March-
mont, ahout fifty miles distant, bad writ-
ten her asking lier to entertain a young
lady of rare dramatic Ilnstinet, whose
presence she felt assured wounld enliven
her guests. Blie was aw orphan, her
futher and mother having recently died In
Amerien, well connected, and anxious
to give private deamatie readings In oy
der to propare herselt for more preten-
tious oxervise of her ability when she
bad gained confidence and experience,

The young lady nrvived Iute that afs
gernoon, lmagine my surprise, the de-
Jight of Bir Wiltrid, the sharp, keen,, vi-
clons displeasure of Paula, when she was
announced ns “Miss Consuelo Hope," and
we greeted onee more our duzsling Mar-
tephead sequaintance who had less than
a week since predicted we should thus
meet unexpectedly agunin,

It seemed to be Miss Hope's desive
that we should meet as strangers, and
thus indeed we met to the eyes of others,
That evening she gave the assembled
company some wonderful dewmatie read-
ings, The genulne applause was timed
by the mgnacing, deadly glitter of renews
ed hate gt rage In Paunla's eyes, 1 not-
ed thin, And the next day I noted, too,
thut she waws several times in confiden-
tial discourse with my uncle's secretury,

yos! A thonsand

Jerome, a8 though sbe were giving bl
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explicit insteictions on some theme of
devp fnterost to lier mind,

In the afternoon Jerome nlhl‘lpl“‘ﬂﬂ""
It was late In the evenlng when 1 was
Ixkng on o divan in a licle rending room
oft feom the wain deawing room,  This
apartiment opened Into a <ide corridor
it went ont and down lnto the garden.
It Wil began raining about dusk, and
the gnests had a dismal evening of it
save when retioved feom the monotony by
Miss Thoape's fine singiog, 1 had songht
this solitnde In comothing of “a hnm"
Mis« Hope hoad boen radiantly attentive
to Mir Wiltrid, amd, it seemed to me,
markedly evasive of myself, Ho [ had

Csonght solitide to mope, so influenced by

the neglect of the young lndy that T was
#lnd that Panln did not notice me, ns
mauny times during an hour she passed
throngh the reading room and anxiously,
I thought, went nlong the corridor and
loked out inte the dark, dripping gare
den s thongh expecting some one,

I was in the midst of 0 waking dream,
with closed eyes, when abruptly there
was o clatter, then n erash, and, ringing
high above the double commotion, the
shrill screnm of a woman's volee,

I sprang up feom the divan, and with
a few quick strides had reached the cor-
ridor.  There was Jerome and Panla,
He had tottered backward, and losing
hix balanee on the slippery and polished
floor, had fallen heavily, striking his head
with o erashing thud,

The noise of the fall and the ery of
alarm from Paunla’s lips bronght every
one trooping ont from the deawing room,

“1 met bim . Joust coming In, very wet
and strange looking,” exclnimed Pauln
lnnocently,

Even us she spoke Jerome opened his
Cyen,

“The—letter!” he stuttered In a thisk,
unnatural volee, *“Where ls—"

“Tell us what it wax yon saw that
startled you =0,  Agnin PPaula spoke out
sharply.

“Thank yon," faltered Jerome, *1-—

| my head s vory queer, but | remember—

It was close outslde the house—only a
few yards down the avenue, 1—=1'd been
walking fast, and stopped for a minute
1o tuke breath, Suddenly 1 smelt some-
thing steange and pungent, It wos lke
the odor in the tiger house at the Zoo
more than anything else, 1 kept still, for
I heurd something breathing close to ma,
short and hard, and when 1 looked round
I conld see a thing, darker than the dark-
ness, moving close by among the trees at
the end of the avenue, and 1 stared
stealght Into a pair of eyes that glowed
like two red-hot conls, 1 gave n shout,
nnd whether that kept it away from me
I ean’t tell, for | hade't thme to think
again before 1 was inside the house, com-
ing in through that little door at the end
of the long passage there which opeons
on the lawn and slamming (t after me.
That's all, except—except the letter, Mins
Wynne, and [—-*

“1I dou't think poor Mr, Jerowme half
knows what he Ix talking about,” ejacn-
Inted Pauln. “You want to be taken to
your room, nud have cooling bandages
put on your head, I'm sure, don't yout"

“You—aoh, you, My hoad Is very bad, 1
have a feeling as though something had
snapped—inside.*

Forthwith he was assisted to hin feet
by two stalwart footmen, nlinost twice
his wixe, and so, supported firmly uwnder
ench drooping arm, he was borne away
in the midst of a little procession,

As they moved him, a folded sheet of
paper Hutterod from his coat to the fHoor,
nnd 1, belng nearest to the spot, stooped
and pleked it wp.  Bo doing, without
the, slightest Intention of reading words
not intended for my eoyes, part of a sen-
tenee, written In a large, bold, clerkly
haud, seemed suddenly to separate itself
from those surrounding it on the page
which was uppermost and print tself u
on my consciousness: 1l have been able
to ascertain that the woman now pass-
ing under the nnme of Consuelo Hope Is

My blood leaped with coutemding emo-
tlons; anger ngalnst Paula and Jerome,
surprise and disgust, as a tood of en-
lightenment regavding the errand  on
which the seeretury had been sent poured
into my wind, and above all an overween-
ing desire to turn the page and read the
remninder of the sentence,

“kan't that the letter which poor Mr,
Jerome appeared  to s anxious
about ¥ Puuln inguired, *“At least, he
hax dropped it and an 1 am golng to my
own room [ will get my maid to leave it
at hix door,”

Without & word 1 gave her the letter,
nnd she hueried away with it at once, 1
hesitated momentarily: but, doelding that
it wonld be impossible for me to play the
hypoerite, and go to inguire clvilly after
Joerome's stute of health, I slowly follow-
ed the others Into the pretty music room,

“1 was just going to find you,"” spoke
Lady "Towers' volee inside the door, *I'm
sure the poor little secretary will be bet-
ter presently, Rir Thomas has sent three
or four men skirmishing with guns oll
over the place, In case that dreadful
beast may still be lingering about; and
another wman as gone to Barnes, the per-
son from whom the thing escaped, You
know there really Is a wild, wild beast at
liberty. You see, he's a menngerle pro-
prietor, and keeps bis animals on his own
place sometimes,"

Ax we moved nearer, Miss Hope loak-
ed up and met my eyes, the pink-shaded
candles on the piano illuminating her
face, Bhe smiled faintly, and began soft-
Iy playing, without notes, some plaintive
little melody which 1 had never heard
before,

This woman—angel or devil—had had
the power to teach me o new mesnivg in
life—the meaning of love,

I was bound to marey my cousin, Panla
Wyune, but 1 loved this other with all
wy heart and soul and mind, And a
week ago 1 had been ignorant of her ¢x-
intence,

I was roused from a long reverie, half
pain, halt pleasure, by a volee close be-
side me.

“Lady Towers sent me over' hero to
find Mme, Patti's autogeaph for you, And
she thinks Mary Anderson's ls on the
same page.”

As 1 looked up and rose quickly to my
feet, I fear I must have blushed like a
school boy detected in some plece of mls-
chief, so conscious was I of the crisis 1
had goue through, so fearful of betray-
ing my feelings,

“Don't get up, for T am going to sit
down here by you," sald the Amber
Witch, “You were surprised to fiud me
bhere? she asked,

“I hardly know. The hint you gave
my uncle at Martenhead has caused us
to be a little gayer in a soclal way than
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we shonld otherwise have neen, We have
continually been expecting to meet yon,
| and allowing ourselves to be disgppointed
| when we didun’t.  But your first appear
nnee was slightly—cr—disconeorting, te
sy the least,”

I Bhe langhed,

LO“ARD 1 have a deamatle instinet”

| “Yon have Tondesd"

I "Why not? Bat yon look as thotgh
you wonld lke to lecture e, Lot us
tlk of something else, pray,  That es.
enpind tiger, for instanee. Who khows
bat ite baleful eyes may be glaring ot
ns throngh that half-envtained window
over thepe? Ugh!”

It yon give me the eholee,” 1 sald, 1
shonld el prefer to talk of you -the
Lanly,” and not the “Tiger, ™

“Do yon pemember my saying last Fri
day to Rir Wilteld Amory that perhaps
one day T shoull have a very great favor
o nsk him? Woell, T have nxked it to
might —only a few momepts qgo, in the
conservatory,  And the scent of the flow.
ers wis so feiendly and persaasive that
nconscionslg e was inflnencod by them,
and fwlueed to say ‘Yoes! Last week |
I didi't deenm, of conrse, that 1 <lionld
have an opportunity of asking him so
soon,  Bat most things come 1o one on
expectedly, T have fornd,  Haven't yon

“Nesof lnte,” 1 was deawn to adinit
In a low volee,

“Awd Bie Wilreld was most Kiml,
has promised that while he i hore—while
his seerctary is unnble to work—1 shall
b allowaed to assist him, Aud then, Inter,
he is thinking, It seoms, of giving M.
Jerome o holiday,  If he does so, 1 am to
I secrotary pro tem. Now, at all events,
1 bave surprised you,™

“Yon hiave done nothing olse from the
first moment 1 beheld yon”

“Biut now? Yon are not<displeased
It wonld not vex you, or—Miss Wynne,
that Miss Tealll apd 1 should be, for n
time, giests in your anele’s house, fol
low-inmntes  with  yourselves¥—for it
woulll, of course, amonnt to that.,”

I kinew pot what to answer, and for @
mwoment 1 was dumb,

“Ploase tell me,” she said childishly.

“I<1 ean answer for myself that it
woull be a grent delight,” I stammerad.

Buot even as 1 spoke 1 told myself that.
with the knowledge of my own heart
which this night had given me, it wonld
be impossible for we to remnin, day after
day, under the same roof with her and
=my affinneed wife,

“You  eannot
Wynne?”

“How conld that be possible?"

"l know,” Miss Hope went on, with n
new meekuess, “that she doesn't like me,
It has not been difficult to see that. Why
should she like me? And yet, why necd
she be angey? 1 should do her and her
prospects no barm, [ shouldn't lnterfore
with ber in any way. You—and she may
think that I am not in earnest about
renlly working for Bir Wilfeid. You may
think that 1 don't know how, and that
my desire Is simply to visit in the honse
of n great man, and become intimate
with his family, Bnot I swear to you, My,
Darkmore, that whatever my motive
mny be, It Is nothing so vulgar, vothing
wo sordid, as that,"

CHAPTER V.

Onr next day ot Hazelmount passed for
me like a troubled dream,

In the worning Panla quarreled with
her uncle over the arcangement he and
Miss Hope had made for work togethoer,
My peacemaking attempts were ill receiv-
ed by her, and she delighted in distress-
ing me by vague thrents of a forthcoming
revenge,

It was Intended that on the following
morning we should have wome shooting,
the weather belog erisp, with a  light
frost: and after dinper I, with all the
other men, adjourned to the gun rooin,
It was on the gronnd Hoor, with a door
opening upon the lawn, and another into
the hall, close to the foot of a staleway,
Half way down these stalrs a small win
dow had been eut, which looked Into the
gnn room und lighted the hall, which oth-
erwive wonld have been rather dark,

The stairs themselves afforded a short
ent to the bed rooms above, and were n
good deal used by every one in the house;
but until this evening—though 1 had
eanght glimpses of the interlor of the
gun room through the window in going
up or down—I had pot happened to go
Innide.

1 could not eall up the enthusiasm for
the hunting trophies 1 might have relt
had T owned o lghter heart, for I re-
called, with some anxiety, 'aula’s threat
of the morning. “Wait until to-night!"
she had sald, with Intensest malice in
volee nud eyen,  And “to-night” had now
urrived,. Alrveady it was after 10 o'clock.

At last 1 made sotie excuse or returns
Ing to the drawing room. As I approach.
e¢d the doorway my heart bounded with
n great sense of rellef, for [ heard the
sound of the plano and Miss Hope's rich
contralto volee ringing out In the grand
strains of “The Erl King.” Nothing had
happened, then, after all. 1 waited un-
til the singing had ceaxed; then I open-
ed the door and went in,

“We were just thinking of joining youn
all in the gun room,” sald Pauls, *Youn
were really wanted there,” Romehow,
thare seemed a hidden meaning in the
wiy she smilingly spoke the words,
“Didu't Miss Edwards sing that song
charmingly ¥ she went on, turning to
Lady Towers,

“Miss Edwards? Miss Hope, youn mean,
my dear,” corrected onr hostess careless:
Iy, “Yes, she did indeed,”

“I beg yonur pardon and hers' sahl
'auln, suavely, Bixing a blank stare upon
the girl, who still sat at the plano, I
forgot for the moment that she preferred
to use her weiting name here—'Consnelo
Hope!  Each syllable seems to mean so
mueh, doesn’t it SBtill, Fanny BEdwards
% uot o bad nome ot all, It sounds sim-
el unassnming, you know, There
was o pretty giel of that name, a makd at
n strange old family place of onrs—Lorn
Abley—-once, Bhe had to give evidence
in a wueder trial—oh, yenrs ago! Bhe
wonll be guite getting on towards 30
now, 1 suppose, F'all and blonde, with a
lot of fair halr—much your own style,
Miss Ed—— Miss Hope, I mean; for 1
mustn't forget again, must [T Bhe went
out to America ever wo long ago, Pop-
haps she may have lived In your nelgh-
borhood over there, for you have sald you
were once in New York, you know, You
may even have met bher, Misg Hope 7"

('T'e be continued.)
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answer for—Miss

Her Good Business Head.

“You say she is a good business wo-
mant"’

“Oh, splendid, Incomparable, Bhe
lets absolutely nothing drive business
out of her hemd. Why, just before
Harold started for Europe he proposed
to her by letter and asked her to tele-
graph her answer."

“Well 1"

“Well, most people would have tele
graphed 'Yes' or 'No' but she had
enough of n business head to wird, ‘It
affords me great pleasure to sny yea
to you,' thus preventing the telegraph
company from gettlng any advantage
of her In charging for a ten-word mes.
sage."—Brooklyn Eagle,

An the cost of living Increases the
supply of great poets decreases,

The comuruter's ldea of hades Is that
it's & subusb of heaven,
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L. R. CARTER & BRO.,

Wholesale Dealers In

(rain and Eay

Halsted and 16th Streets,
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M. P. Byrne Gonstruction Co.

CENERAL v
CONTRACTORS

Sewers, Water Works, Conduits, and
Electric Plants a Specialty.

88 East Washington Street.

PRIVATE LOANS AT SMALL INTEREST TO HONEST PROPLR

RELIANCE LOAN CO,,

100 WASHINGTON 8T.,
Reem 004, Fifth Fleer, Title and Trust Bldg.

RELIANCE LOAN CG.,
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rner of State Bt.
RELIANCE LOAN CO.
R WEST MADISOM 89,
B A %an Dgrd Lo
’

«Phone Central 1084...

Municipal Banking Association

CO-PARTNERS.

DBALERS IN COMMERCIAL PAPER.

1816 Masonio Temple, Chicago.
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ASK YOUR
- GROCER

THESE
BRANDS,

NONE BETTER.

The J. C. Grant Chemical Company

1O, 112, 114 West Lake Street,
CHIOCAQO:
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THE LOOP

LANDS YOU AT

Mccy’s umnaan Hotel

A Clark and Van Buren Sts.
CHICACQO.

Fireproof building. This Hotel
has running water, steam heat,
vlectric light, in the heart ol the
business district, in close proximity
to department stores. Rates lrom
75¢. per day upwards, Gooul cale
in connection,

Wm. McCoy

OWNER AND
PROPRIETOR

Tel. 1450 Central.

C. MASTERS,
THRILOR

68 and 70 Dearborn Street,
S. W. Cor. Randolph Street,
CHICAQO

Tho Tobey Furmstare Ca,

That Which Survives

In literature, art, music, design, is only the best, and from the best surviving
examples of household lurnilfare we u{e the models for

TOBEY HAND-MADE FURNITURE

No veneers, no machine carving or stamped ornaments are used in its cone
struction.

On ::3“" we send a booklet describing how Tobey Hand-Made !'ln.lm
is uced in our workrooms. Ask also for booklets telling about besu
“Hall Clocks” and “ How to Care for Furnityre.”

The Tobey Furniture Company-- Established 1856--Chicage

Minorva Mineral Springs

Sparkling
TABLE WATER.

HENRY GARBEN, - Proprietor

CARY, McHENRY COUNTY, ILL,

CHICAGOOFFICE, - - 31 WEST OHIO ST.

Telephone Monroe 80,

J. R. SMULSKI & CO,,

0656 NOBLE STREET,

PRINTERS,

“QAZETA KATOLIOCKA,' the Best
um among the Polish residents of Chicago and

AIFPFLT FONR NATEL.
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The Consumers’ Butter Comp'y

(INCORPORATIED)
Wholesale and Retail Dealers in

Butter and Eggs, Teas and Coffees

STORES :
700 West 47th Street. 660 West Van Buren Street,
625 West 63rd Street. o150 Commercial Avenue.

TELEPHONE—YARDS g14.

MEACHAM & WRIGHT,

MANUFACTURERS' AGENTS FOR

Utica Hydraulic Cement

AND DEALERS IN

IMPORTED AND AMERICAN PORTLAND CEMENT.

Telephone Main 86.
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